
The KHtrie cf 

And comes not in,ouer-ruIde by prophecies* 

I feare, the power of Percy is too wcake. 

To wage an inPant triall with the King. 

. Sir 2J. Why, my good Lord, you ncede not feare. 

There is Doug1as,and Lord Mortimer. 
j^rch. No, Mortimer is not there* 

Sir M. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord Harry Percy, 
And there is my Lord ofWorcefter, and a head 
Of gallant warrioiirs,noble gentlemen. 

Arch. And fo there is, but yet the king hath drawne 
The fpeciall head ofall the land together^ 

The Prince ofWalcs, Lord lohn ofLancafler, 

The noble Wellnietland, and warlike Blunt, 

And many mo coriiials and deare men 
Ofefli nation, and command in armes. 

Sir 7H. Doubt not , my L. they fliall be well oppos’d 
Arch. I hope no lc{Ie,yct,nccdfiill t’is to fcatc, 

And to preuent the worft, fir Mighell, Ipecde: 

For if Lord Percy thriuc not,e’re the king 
Difniiffe his power, he meanes to vifit vs. 

For he hath heard of our confederacy, 

And,t’is but wifedorac,to makeftrong againfi him? 
Therefore make haftc, I muft go write againc 
To other friends, and fb farewell, fir Mighell* Exeunt. 

Enter the Kin^, frince of fVules, Lord lohn efL<tncMfier, Ettrle 
ofWefiwer/and,Sir JValter Blunt ^und Fa/ftalffe. 

King. How bloudily the funne begins to peare, 

Abouc yon busky bill, the day lookes pale 
At his difiemperature. 

7rin. The Sou theren wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes, 

And, by the hollow whiflling in the leaues, 

Foretcls a tempeft and a bluftring day. 

King. Then,with thcIofcrsletitfirapalhize, 

For nothing can fecmcfbule to thofc that winne* 

7he tr umpet Joundi, Enter JVorcefier. 

King. How now, my Lord of WorcefterJ t’is not vvclli* 
That you and I /hould mcetc \ pon fuch tcarraes ; • 


fJenry the fourth. 

As now we mcetc. You hauc deceiu’d our trufl. 

And made vs doffe our cafie robes of peace, 

To crufli our old linimesin vngentlc fteelc: 

This is not welhmy Lord, this is not well. 

What fay you to it? will you againc vnknit 
This churlifli knot of all abhorred war? 

And raouc in that obedient orbe again?, 

Where you did giue a fail e and naturall ligfit, 

And be no more an exhal d meteor, 

A prodigie of feare, and a portent 
Ofbrochcd roifehiete to the vnborne times? 

mr, Hearcmc,my Liege; 

For mine ownc part, I could be well content, ’ 

T o cntcrtainc the 1^ end of my life 
With quiet hourcs.^r I proteft, 

/haue not fought the day of this diflike. 

King You haue not fought it ; how comes it then? 
Eal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it* 

Prin. Pcacc,chewet, peace. 

Wor, /t pleas’d your Maiefiie to turne your lookcs 
Offauou r,hom my felfe,'and all our faoufe, 

And yet / mud remember you, my Lord : 

We were the fird and deared of your friends, 

- For you my daffe of office did I breakc 
/n Richards time, and poded day and night 
To mcetc you on the way, and kifle your hand. 

When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing fo drongand fortunate at I. 

It was my fclfe,my brother and his fonne, 

That brought you home,and boldly did outdate 
The dangers of the rime. Y ou (wore to vs, 

A^ you did fwcare that othe at Dancadcr, 

That you did nothing purpofe gaind the date. 

Nor claime no further , then your new falnc right, 
he fcate of Gaunt, Dukedome of Lancader: 

0 this, we fworc our aidrbut in fliort (pace 
t taind downe fortune fhowrine on your head, 
Andfuchafloudofgrcatneflc fell on you, 



